THE LADY AND THE LINER 
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[HE officers of the Glasgow Lass didn't care 
much for the idea of a “young lady- 
wireless operator at first; but the third 
mate of the little passenger and freight 
liner, who usually looked after the wire¬ 
less work, was left behind sick, and that 
made a quick switch necessary. 

But it was the trouble off the Grand 
Banks that brought the human equation to the fore, 
when the Glasgow Lass, groping through the fog at 
half speed, side-swiped the sunken derelict. 

It was a curious collision. Except for a crackling 
sound, barely heard on the bridge, like the chipping of 
an eggshell (when her garboard plates were loosened), 
the Glasgow Lass hardly knew she had met with an 
accident—until later. 

Steering by dead reckoning, as she had for days, 
“somewheres between the Banks and Bermuda," as the 
skipper guessed it, the freighter went wallowing on her 
way westward, with her death wound working in her; 
though nobody guessed that, not even the Scottish 
skipper. 

“Thanks be, we're full up of freight instead o' pas¬ 
sengers this trip, or I'd worry,” the lean-jawed little 
commander growled from the bridge, where he had stood 
watch fifty-two hours, and was still watching and vainly 
peering,—“what with the smother, and we miles off 
our course maybe, and dependent on a girl operator and 
that weak-kneed wireless of ours!” 

The skipper was right about the wireless installation. 
The freighter did not carry the most up-to-date wire¬ 
less telegraph, such as the Princess Alice was equipped 
with,—the great white and gold liner that overhauled 
and passed them that very day, “homeward bound" for 
New York, with a thousand globe trotters waving greet¬ 
ings as the gray ghost fled past and vanished into the 
fog ahead. 

'T’HE first sight of the big white passenger ship sent 
the Scot Captain bellowing from the bridge. 
“Here's our chance! Work that wireless machine and 
get our right latitude and longitude from her—we'll 
know where we are, anyway!” he told the mate, who 
was more than willing. 

The first officer carried with him on duty and off the 
vision of the pretty girl in neat uniform jacket and little 
peaked cap with gold zigzag-lightning insignia pinned 
back on her curly head, and— 

“Hullo! What's up?” 

The wireless operator herself sprang past him on deck, 
waving frantically to the fleeing white liner. 

“I knew it! She's too dam pretty—an' she knows 
someone aboard the Princess she neglects duty for!” the 
officer growled. 

“Our wireless is broken down," the girl answered his 
muttering. “The storage batteries gave out. There’s 
no power on to send a message.” 

It was too late to signal the Princess Alice, already 


By S. TEN EYCK BOURKE and CHARLES FRANCIS BOURKE 


Glasgow Lass, and he knew how to instil bravery into 
his men and mates; but he did not underestimate the 
peril. So long as the leak below grew no worse, so long 
as the swelling nitro gas remained banked up behind the 
forward bulkhead, they were fairly safe—and no longer! 

“We'll not let a bit o' gas beat us, you and I, Chief!" 
he said. “But, Lord!—a hundred bags o' cyanide turn¬ 
ing itself into sizzling vapor every minute now, like the 
wireless above is feeding itself with sizzling electreccity! 
Give thanks for sma' mercies. The wireless is working 
—it'll fetch us help the while we smother that gas devil 
and trust to good oak to keep both deaths out o' the 
engine room.” 

Leaving the fighting line !>elow, he clawed his way 
back to the bridge, and snapped out crisp orders, which 
were promptly followed by the crackling of the wireless 
s|»rk in the aerials overhead,—a big blue fleck of bright¬ 
ness on the hanked up ocean. He could hardly see the 
length of the ship. But the wireless was working—to 
the Princess Alice! 

“We'll know where we are presently—and fast sailing 
company not far off," he told the wheelsman almost 
genially. “Thank God we've no women aboard, save 
the stewardesses and von wireless lassie!” 

Then, while the entire crew fought off death, keeping 
their own counsel, and the Captain hung over the can¬ 
vassed bridge, waiting, there came through the thump¬ 
ing of the engines a sharp cry, quickly stifled; but the 
skipper, who knew every sound of his ship, and just then 
had cause to listen, heard it, and swung off the bridge. 

“What's yon in the wireless,” he said, “more woman's 
nerves? Or has she tried for help, and found more 
trouble off on the deep? Forfcnd!" 

PROM the wireless room the cry had come. Wireless 
Operator Ramsay had been left there alone, much 
to her surprise, to carry out the Captain's instructions. 
But she forgot the male's absence in tuning up her in¬ 
struments and waiting for the working of the electric 
current. Meanwhile she adjusted the silver headgear 
with the telegraph receptors over her curls—somewhat 
disheveled now from her recent “steam bath." 

She could almost laugh at her recent experience, now 
that everything was all right. Tentatively she sent up 
one or two weak sparks, then listened. 

“Someone is talking now; but so faintly!" she mur¬ 
mured. It could never be the Princess Alice, the white 
liner, with her powerful thousand-mile wireless. “Any¬ 
way, it will grow stronger in a minute; then I'll talk 
to her -to him!” she corrected, with a happy little 
laugh. 

Captain McNaughton and Mate Carney had been 
nearer the truth than they knew when they guessed that 
the Glasgow Lass's operator had a near “relative" on 
Ixiard the Princess Alice. It was the wireless chief of 
the Princess that < Ijx-ralor Ramsay had so despairingly 
waved to when the ships |iassed and the freighter's tele¬ 
graph proved false to its trust. Husband and wife,— 
they had hardly become so when steamship regulations 
forced the two operators to cross the ocean on separate 
ships. That was the whole secret—save that the two 
had long worked side by side with the mysterious forces 
of the wireless, anil the love that grew up between them 
was built on something deeper and more self-forgetting 
than the love of ordinary mortals—Wireless Operator 
Ramsay was sure of that. 

“And now tliat we are only a few days from port— 
my last voyage!—we shall have a chance to try it out. 
Ah. I heard him that time! What—what was that?” 

She sprang forward in the chair, exactly as if the 
electric wave had snatched her closer to hear those 
terrible crackling sounds that came over the wire— 
first weak, then swelling in crescendo, then settling 
down in a sort of terrible resignation, to the triple 
letters—S. O. S. 

“The call for help! The Princess in trouble? Oh— 
no, no, no!" 

That was the cry the skipper heard. He was standing 
in the doorway in his wet sea clothes, grimly watchful, 
and he came forward in a stride. 

“Now, my girl, no hysterics! 'Tis no place for hys¬ 
terics on a freight ship. The trouble now—I heard ye 
say it?” 

She was listening again, as though frozen, her free 
paper white. He bent his gray head close to her, to 
catch the murmured words. 

“It's the Princess—they're sending out the S. O. S.— 
I can just hear them. All ships — hurry help — bad 
trouble. Pritt. Al.fire in bunkers — latitude, longitude —” 

“Ay! I heard that, and I guess now where we are!" 
The skipper straightened up, a stem gray figure. “Fire 
in her coal bunkers, and it must have overmastered 
them. And we with—God's mercy! Can you hear 
none others answering her. Girl?” 

He put out a restraining hand as she threw on the 
sp-.rk; but not until she hail sent up a crackling volley 


TGOW, Chief,” the skipper turned to the grizzled engi¬ 
neer, “I'll have a word wi' you!” 

His harsh, low tones carried a sense of danger, which 
sent the white-faced seamen scattering as they crawled 
back from the overfreighted 'tween decks. The thump¬ 
ing of the bulkhead doors, coupled with the deadening 
vapor (fog or oil fumes), told a story that they were not 
slow to understand. 

The wound the Glasgow Lass had taken from the 
sunken derelict was l>eginning to show its ugly head. 
It had come first in the vitiated atmosphere of the hold 
and the spluttcrings and slashings of water, inside or 
outside the steel skin of the ship. But the terror of 
leaking plates, below water line, an ordinary mishap in 
ordinary circumstances, was fraught with peculiar peril 
for the Glasgow Lass. 

“It’s the devil's work. Chief,” the skipper growled: 
“not the leak—that’s nothing—yet. It’s the bags of 
cyanide in No. 2 hold. You’ve had one smell of it,” he 
added dryly. “Heaven send we can keep it smothered!" 

“Hydrocyanic gas—death to the lungs!” the engine- 
man gasped. “That derelict ripped us, and the water 
wetted the cyanide of potassium—a hundred bags of 
it. 'Twill drive us off the ship!" 

He was a brave man. Captain McNaughtan of thj 


beyond the reach of code 
flags. The only thing to 
do, as Wireless Operator 
Ramsay said, having 
recovered from her agi¬ 
tation at sight of the 
white steamship, was to 
connect the wires with 
the dynamo. But the 
work of locating wires 
and recharging batteries 
was a long one. None of 
the officers had technical 
knowledge of wireless 
work, except to spell out 
messages received on the 
automatic recorder, and 
the Princess Alice had 
long since stopped trying 
to talk to the Glasgow 
Lass, while they were 
still at it. 

“That Ramsay opera¬ 
tor of ours is a gixxl 
plucky one," the first of¬ 
ficer remarked admir¬ 
ingly when he came up 
for a breath of fresh air 
on the bridge. “She’s 
down in old Andy's 
steam box looking like 
a ghost in the bad air, 
and giving orders to the 
chief like a Port Cap¬ 
tain—” 

“What sent the lass up 
in the air at sight of that 
fancy steamboat, d'ye 
ken?” the commander interrupted, frowning. 

Evidently the mate had been speculating on that 
same thing. “A relative—officer aboard,” he said dryly. 
“The regulations of the liner would prohibit her sailing 
on the same ship—with a husband, say. Maybe money 
was an object—” 

“Hum!" the skipper snapped. “You say the air’s 
bad below, Mr. Carney? Sure we’re taking no water?” 

Mate Camey was sure; but the watchful commander 
of the Glasgow Lass preferred to take a view ’tween 
decks himself. Far forward in the reeking engine room 
he caught sight of a slender girl's figure, in natty uniform 
and cap,—Wireless Operator Ramsay, who knew that 
somebody had blundered in overlooking the waning 
power of the wireless, in the hasty change that made 
her sole operator aboard, and, for her own sake, was 
anxious to get the telegraph into working order. 

She nodded brightly to the skipper. “The wire¬ 
less will be working soon now. We can reach the 
Princess Alice up to a hundred miles or so, and I'll get 
our latitude and longitude from her," she said, swaying 
a little as she rose to her feet. “It's the awful air," she 
answered the skipper's unspoken question. “It has 
forced us to stop—so sickening—deadening—" 

A dead gray pallor swept over the commander's own 
weatherbeaten countenance; but his answer came 
steady and harsh. “Take a breath, young leddie; but 
finish soon," he said. “I'd no( keep a girl here, was there 
a wireless man aboard; but—” 

The operator understocxl. Faint and weak she was; 
but she finished her work below, and indomitably made 
her way back to her telegraph key. 
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in answer to the liner in <listress. In that yon glass case—Mercy on us!" The skipper 
one movement Wireless I Iperator Ramsay had sprung at him, cursing; but at the same 
had thrown off her woman's weakness. It moment the girl's hand tell on the case of 
was the officer of the wireless now who an- recording instruments. There was a jarring, 
swered the Captain's question. silencing sound, and next instant she was 

“Yes, there is someone else; but they are facing them like a young tigress, 
answering ray spark. I am sure they do not “Since you men think I'm not to be 
hear the Princess. It sounds like a code trusted, even to save my own life," she said, 
call— U£.SA.Rep. That's repeat— She “it is fair to tell you that my husband is 
wants our position—or the position of the chief wireless operator on the Princess Alice! 
Princess—" I am dooming him, maybe, to—" 

“The United States navy warship the “I suspeecioned that—it is why I spoke 
Salem! If that thirty-knot cruiser is in as I did," the Captain said. "If the liner 
reaching'distance, we're both saved. But has fire in her bunkers, she has hours to live; 
wait a bit—wait. Girl!" while we of the Lass have but minutes— 

Wonderinglv she looked up at him, her Aye, listen!" 
fingers trembling on the key. Operator A dull rumbling came up from below that 
Ramsay was trained to obedience-; but there was not the rumbling of the engines. The 
was something hard and forelx»ling in the freighter lurched, creaking in every plate 
skipper’s gnarled and weatherlieaten face, and rivet, as she rolled into the trough of 
There was a shuffling at the door, and he the sea. Little by little the noise of the cn- 
spun round, with his hand gripping the girl’s gincs died down. 

shoulder. “The pounding will open her up—what 

“Aye, it's the chief! I expected ye, Andy, the gas and water may do—we’re a lost 
Out wi’ the worst!" the Captain growled, ship!" the old chief (roaked. “At the mercy 
“The gas has beat ye a'?" o’ a woman’s whim!" 

The chief engineer, dripping oil and sweat. The little operator was not listening,— 

stood blinking in the strong light of the save to that faint, interminable call for help, 
electrics; other faces peered from behind —like a man who ignores all else to squeeze 
him, wagging as the chief spoke. the last volt of I lower from his instrument in 

“It’s come. Captain—drove us off the job hope of salvation for a thousand souls. 

—all in one burst," the engineman said in a “It is terribly weak sending, and still it 
breath. “There's no living below, and no comes plainly, when you listen close—like 
getting at the leak. It’s up to the bridge a man whispering nearbv—I cannot under- 
officers now, Sir!" stand it!" The grip of the mysterious mag- 
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ORNAMENTAL FENCE 


■ “Tomorrow," he mused; “and—the day 

after that—I shall come—every day.” 

' A dear light of joy shone in her eyes. She 
J made no effort to conceal it. “Then 
. go hack to Aunt Jane," she cried. 

aaNH' !«• said, his I'm 

to the solemnest question 

them 

H QN the stroke Miss Jane 

V?J» ‘ ‘‘pf«i. well ate a solitary dinner with hut scant 

i 1 yt 
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- A '^ Jdi&fcS. "f(>’"? -w §> •'' '“"'JSBK phrase over and over again, 
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monotonously ileelared. 

‘fif/’-'&lf' “‘••^ "Melilie the child did ~rt -tore I,' that ol' 

' ."%; ' .’ f. «i'?T' i '* doll." she mink’d. “Tin- hired girl ’at worked 
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^^BILaTItHP||." no eonstitution ner git-U|i-an'-go. I to|,| 

;is g ,SKj; , Hl't |/[' 111/11fr 1 Nathan so when lie married her. I s'poso 
A ^ nH|y • l| ^ I /('fit Row takes after her ma, in' her ways. 

7%- , - v " Course she can’t help that. I wislit she'd 

if .-, ’ come home h'fore I git t' worryin'.” 

&'}£?&* W -WOK. ,K a “Your fault! Your fault! Your fault!" 

W^KW ZTJilTT' tTi persisted the clock. 

to h|> , She went to the gate after awhile. Any¬ 

thing was better than the silent house, with 
. its loud-voiced monitor. The white lilacs 

ex- how in Heaven’s name did toe happen were all in blow, she noticed absentmind- 

the here?" edlv. Rose had asked only yesterday if she 

the “Because you happened to be practically might bring some in .the house,‘and she had 
ime in the same position on the sea as the Prin- refused crossly. "The’ waVt no use," she 
cess, without knowing it. because of the fog WM ‘he girl, “in littenn up the house with 
lire- —and you may be thankful for it!" posies dropping all over cveiythin . * 

am- ‘God knows I am!" Skipper McNaughton „ Wherecould thechild be’—Nathan's child? 
own said piously, and the gray old chief engineer Suppose she never came back? Suppose— 
led. beside him nodded. The skipper gave him She caught her breath sharply. At the 
his a wrinkled smile. ‘And thankful! am for tai end, ot the street—half hidden by sway- 
the love o' the woman, Andy, for a' that we > n 8 «m branches—but no, it couldn't lie. 
Me- said. But for that yon warship might be There were two figures slowly approaching, 
i on searching a hundred miles back von on the a ma ^ ^ d ~ - 

sus- emptv sea—where wc thought the Glasgow bhe dashed a bony hand across her dim 
lati- Lass was lying, when we prayed for help— eyes, then turned with a smothered cry and 
but for us!" • darted into the house. 
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WHEN, half an hour later. Rose Cald- 
’’ well walked slowly into her aunt's 
kitchen she found that estimable ladv dili¬ 
gently sewing carpet rags in the rush-bot¬ 
tomed chair by the window, her spectacled 
gaze bent sternly upon her task. 

objected, measuring the box with his eye. vered. “It couldn't have—hurt her to be “I—I came home. Aunt Jane," faltered 
“Let me make it deeper for you." burned. But she was alive, to me." the girl. 

Her blue eyes searched his face. “You're “A doll?" he repeated, and for the merest “Yes, I sec you did," acquiesced the 
not laughing!" she said. “You don't despise. instant a smile flickered in his eyes, as his woman, clashing her big shears with a mili- 
me?" glance swept the stately young figure at his tant sound, as she severed a strip of scarlet 

“God forbid!" he exclaimed under his side. flannel from a shirt of unknown but in¬ 
breath. “Ethelinda was all I had to love," the girl dubitably ancient lineage. “A pretty time 

He fell to work on the hole, which widened said forlornly. ‘Everybody died—except of day!" she added, glancing up at the clock, 
and deepened under his masterful hand. Aunt Jane. which had resumed its normal activities.- 

She laid the box in it. They stood together, “I see," he mused. “I'm sorry. Aunt Jane." 

looking down at what had been accom- Presently he stooped and swept the earth “H'm-m-m! Sorry is as sorry does," mis- 

plished. back into place. Site watched him, while quoted Jane Caldwell darkly. 

“I want to tell you something," he said he sliaped a neat mound over Ethelinda. She stole a sidelong glance at the girl, who 

gravely. “May I?" “Cry if you like," he said. “I haven't for- stood half smiling by the open door, one 

“Yes," she breat'-ed. gotten my own little funeral." hand resting lightly on the latch. It'-oc- 

“Once upon a time I owned a puppy, a “I don't fed like crying," she told him in curred (oddly enough) to Miss Caldwell that 
six weeks’ old setter, with the silkiest ears a surprised voice. she looked like a bird poised for flight, 

and big, brown eyes. I loved him, as a boy He stood up, brushing the earth from his “Come in," she said shortly, “an shut lh’ 

will—as I've never loved anything since, strong brown fingers. door." 

perhaps." His tone was tinged with bitter- “It seems," she said, slowly, “as if it all The girl obeyed. 

ness. happened a long time ago—a long time." “Sit down—in that chair!" ordered her 

She stole a look at him from under her Her awakening eves met his. aunt, with a peremptory- gesture, 

lashes. “Well," he smiled, “then you won't mind She sat down in the indicated spot and 

“My father and mother died when I was a going back?" gazed dreamily at her aunt. She was think- 

little chap," he went on, “and I—lived with “To Aunt Jane?" ing that she was very, very sorry for Aunt 

an uncle.” “Why not? She must be fond of you, in a Jane. Miss Caldwell's brown, wrinkled 

“Oh!" she murmured, and swayed a little way—not a very- fetching way, I suspect, complexion, the pepper and salt knob on top 
toward him, like a tall flower when the wind but still—" of her gaunt head, her hard, bony hands and 

passes over it. She appeared to be considering his words ungainly elbows,—she passed them all in 

“My uncle was a hard man. He trained with averted face; when suddenly her lips review. Suppose she (Rose) looked like 
me to work—best thing for anybody. I've quivered and two bright, unexpected tears that? Suppose—but it was, after all, un¬ 
lived to thank him for it. But—he" kicked dropped from her lashes. thinkable! She set her white teeth on her 

the puppy out of his way one day and “What is the matter?" he inquired. red Ups for an instant and put up one slim 

crushed its ribs. The little feUow died in my She looked at him helplessly, appealingly, hand to touch the heavy wreath of yellow 
arms. At twilight I stole away and buried “I shall come to see you," he said softly, hair which had fallen upon her neck. Then 
him. I've never spoken of it to anyone since." “if I may." she smiled brilliantly upon Aunt Jane. 

“EtheUnda—was only a—doll," she qua- “When?" she asked. “I'm sorry I was so—so childish lliismom- 
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